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Recently President-Emeritus Harry Seymour Ross underwent an operation.
His
many friends and former students will be
glad to learn that latest bulletins indicate
the operation was successful and that he is
well on his way to recovery.
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Plans for the hiring of a gymnasium will
be well under way and perhaps completed
by the time this reaches the press. There
will be a modest amount of equipment at
the start of the season, but perhaps there
will be more later.
The better location
and appearance should make it more desirable for the students to get out and cheer.
From the “orphan” five of last year
comes the nucleus of the team which will
bear the authorized “E.”
Also, to give the
college an air of originality, there will be
a complete absence of hired muscles which
could have been “scholarshipped” in from
the coal mines and lumber camps.
The
fellows who play will be those who sit beside you in your classes (the difficult ones
as ‘well as those that are easy )—fellows like
Wood,
Stelk, Roberts,
Kershaw,
Tulin,
Woodies, Fitzpatrick, Mally, Prescott, Barbas, Polman, Win, Bob Perry, Hassett, Coltins, Hack, Stora, Quain, and Little.

a

Volunteers for their basketball club include Bradley, Johnston, Howell, Long,
Young, McKee, and Castano.

That
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With great reluctance President Green
early this summer accepted the resignation
of Mr. Elmer M. Fisher as Superintendent
of Buildings and beloved adviser-at-large
to Emerson students.
Wishing to be released from the heavy responsibility he
was carrying and from the long hours he
spent in the College, Mr. Fisher had twice
before submitted his resignation.
“When
he approached me the third time,” said Dr.
Green, “I felt he meant it and I had to
conform to his wishes.
Mr. Roger Wilder has now come to take his place.
Ever loyal to Emerson, however, Mr.
Fisher has returned to help with registration and Dr. Green hopes that he can be
persuaded to remain with the College in
some other capacity, as he is truly one of
us, and without his kindliness, patience, and
humor, we would be poor indeed.
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SPORTS ACTIVITIES RESUMED;
BASKETBALL HIGHLIGHTED
Progress
is the keynote in Emerson
sports activities this year.
For the first time in the history of the
college, there will be a school-sponsored
basketball team.

However,
Adviser
Emerson

Other Capacity

Although he is unable to receive visitors or telephone calls, mail can be addressed to him at the Doctor’s Hospital,
845 Beacon Street, Boston.
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The young lady athletes
notice of their own.
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SPOTLIGHT

As it must come to all men—and Emerson girls, occasionally—birth came to our
own Mary Gibbs at a very early age.
In
fact, she was born way back in the dim,
dark days of 1926, in the month of May.
She told your correspondent that she was
born in Battle Creek, Michigan, because
she wanted to be near her mother.
Of
course, you all know of Battle Creek; that’s
the place where they make those flakes. The
name of the type of flake made there may
be secured by listening to any conversation
about this column.
(Excuse the expression. )
To say that Mary has had a full academic
life would be an understatement.
Starting
with her days in high school, as why not,
she became very active in student affairs.
She was secretary of the dramatic club,
president of the Daughters of Liberty, a
member of the student council, and to top
it all, she was elected to the National Honors Society.
And that ain’t “A”... or is
it?
Miss Gibbs, as hardly anyone calls her,
entered Emerson as a special student in
(Continued

on Page 2)

CAFETERIA

INSTALLED
IN BUILDING
126
The congregations of students in building 126 is due to a special reason these
days.
We now have a cafeteria in our
midst.
The new and pleasant addition to
Emerson life was arranged during the interim of the summer session and current
fall semester.
Painted by Emerson students who worked
for the school this year, the downstairs eatery presents a cheery and pleasing effect to
those who choose to eat their daily snacks
there.
There
are
accommodations
for

more

than

fifty students

in the establish-

ment with the future outlook being space,
for more.
The caterer, who supplies the tasty food
and drinks served at the “Emerson Cafe,”
is adding a further inducement for trade
by the installation of a sale of meal tickets.
This should go into effect in the
near future.
“Further improvements will
also be made throughout the school year,”
the caterer said.
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The opinions expressed in this column
do not necessarily represent those of THE
~ BERKELEY BEACON.

bi-

Dear Editor:
At a mass meeting held last year near
the end of the spring semester an understanding with the school was reached by
the students on a very important matter.
Editor-in-Chief pied
es Paul F. Mundt
At that time the students were given to
_ Associate Editor eer. ss ~ Russ Whaley
understand, evidently erroneously so, that
the price of the year book and a subscripLayout Editor eee eee eee William Tatum
tion to the Berkeley Beacon would be inTed Chandler
Supplement Editor
cluded this year with the tuition for the
college year.
A check with many students
Chief Reporter eee ee ee eevee Bob Axelby
in the school during the past week has
Business Manager ........ Don Roberts
shown that they, too, had received that imPromotion Manager .. .. Tom Fitzpatrick
pression.
;
Therefore,
it
was
somewhat
of
a
surprise
Lynn Shaeffer
Advertising Manager
upon arriving here this fall, to find that
the price of the year book and the subscription to the Berkeley Beacon were to be
:
Departmental Heads
paid above and beyond the price of tuiPerry Massey, Faculty; Leo Nickole, Lit- tion.
Since the students have objected seerary; Leland McInnis, Personalities; Gloria
riously to this chain of events, it seems that
Greenstien, Soc. and Gen. News; Malcom
they are due an explanation.
What with
White and Bob Silverman, Drama; Northe sweeping changes which the school has
man Tulin and John Struckell, Radio; Bill
undergone, giving the students less subSzathmary, Students; Bill Monroe, Veterjects for more money, they should at least
ans; Lisa Goldstein, Clubs; Mary Howes,
hear
from some responsible person just
Official;
Art
Kershaw,
Sports;
Everett
what is happening to these extra funds.
Keyes, Photographer; Rita Dorfman, Janet
Respectfully submitted,
Werner, Sarah Martin, Bruce Presscot, Bar;
TOM FITZPATRICK
bara Hammond, Betty Long, Cleo Nash,
(Ed.
Note—A
careful
check of cataFred Jackson, Sally Kieth, Assistants.
logues in the library will reveal that most
colleges charge their students an Activity
Fee in excess of regular tuition. )

INSTALLED
DEPARTMENT

HEAD

On August 1, 1947, a Public Relations
department was opened at Emerson, under
The pur- ©
the direction of Kenn Schaffer.
pose of this new department is to explo’.
the hidden talent and functions of the
college.
Plans for covering national and international fronts are in the offing.
It is hoped
that through Public Relations Emerson College will be known far and wide.

Student

Spotlight

(Continued from Page 1)
1944.
She finally decided to have those
two little letters after her name so she
switched to an A.B. because A.B.’s are
milder.
That was in 1945.
At the present, time hangs heavy on poor Mary’s hands
because she has hardly anything to do,
namely: Senior Class Vice President, Activities Committee, Secretary of the Student Council, President of Zeta Phi Eta
Sorority, and she is also a member of the
House Committee at the Girls Dorm. Yes,
she also attends classes.
Among
Mary’s
private
and _ personal
passions—don’t tell a soul—are people.
Thats right; Mary likes people.
She confesses to be one of those railroad station
psychologists who watch all the types go
. by and then analyzes them. She was puzzled
by my type, probably because of my association with the Berkeley Beacon. Sports
are high in the list of likes with Mary. All
the rough ones, like football, baseball, and
Mah Jong.
It’s been rumored that she
hits a mean 44 for nine on the links, which
is a good round number at least.
Seriously, she speaks an intelligent game in many
of the games and has been active in athletics all through her school career.
How
does she like Boston?
“Boston’s O. K.,
but I like the Middle West best.”
How
does she like people to be?
“I like people
to be happy.”
With these two generous
statements let us leave Mary Gibbs, Emerson student, and say to her, “Be happy,
Mary.
We love you.”
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owned and controlled by the student body.
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Dear Sir:
Plaudits are due the school for the installation of the new cafeteria.
The food
there is excellent and is sold at a price
within most person’s means.
Here’s a suggestion, though.
At the present time the
place seems a trifle small, and if it were
enlarged I’m sure the students would appreciate it all the more.
TED. N.
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Last year a multitude of things were accomplished between eleven and one o'clock
on Tuesday and Thursday mornings.
The
“Espy’
bulged
with
Emersonians,
and,
weather
permitting,
the Esplanade
was
often well-blanketed with relaxing groups.
Many wended their way eastward to Mary
Stuart's or Walton’s.
It is even rumored
that some occasionally went to Convocation
or Chapel.
Why this eleventh hour exodus through
the courtyard gate?
It must be assumed
that each of the backsliders had reasons of
his own, of course.
However, we believe
some of the motives to have been basic.
Among these is the fact that we all like to
eat.
Yet the person who has classes immediately preceding and following Convocation is continually required to curb his
appetitive desires, due to the length of some
of the programs
(this also involves the
matter of comfort).
Is compulsory attendance the way to get
more students to Convocation?
It would
work, naturally, but not in the desired manner.
Many of the veterans will remember
their reaction towards “musts” in the service.
Instead, let's have shorter and more
varied entertainment, along with a seating

C

EDITORIAL

arrangement

that

is adequate

and

at the

same time a deliverance from cramped legs.

Dear Sir:
Since our return to Emerson this semester, we have been disappointed to discover
that the infirmary located last year in the
basement adjacent to the smoker, is no
longer there.
In fact, an extended search
revealed to us that the missing infirmary
has apparently wandered completely away.
The infirmary, we believe, was necessary
and to find it gone is highly provoking.
Perhaps we are being unfair, though, as the
school has probably made other plans for
an infirmary more suitable than the one
previously established.
If this be the case,
it would enlighten our minds considerably
if they would let us know.
Sincerely,
M. H., P. N. and B. N.
(Ed. Note—We would appreciate your
signing your full names and not merely the
initials.
P. F. M.)

WANT

ADS

Wanted: A three-room apartment with
shower, bath, deluxe kitchen, radio and
phone—Willing to pay $5.00 a week. May
be found in the smoker on any day or else
running down the Esplanade.
Don Roberts.
Wanted: A new joke book—Jack Raleigh (May be found any day next to the
nearest attractive girl. )
,
Personal: Any new Freshman girls who
wish to become acquainted with the upper
classmen would do good to consult our special
introductory
service—Stevens
and >
Marsh, Inc.
:
Girls: Become style-conscious. Consult
me on the proper length of your new skirts.
—Guy
Aylward.

THE SIDE...
Summer hath wrought many changes.
Diamonds are sparkling on the fingers of
three charming
maidens—Phyllis
Zeive,
Ruth Roblin, and Phyllis Kirsch.
Congratulations one and all.
Delicate fraternity pins on Sarah Spritzer and Gloria
Glagovsky—and
that
radiant
“engaged
look” on the petite features of Dottie
Schatz’s face. Henry Gilbert looks well-fed
and very happy with his Emersonian wife,
and Bob Mackay is also launched upon the
sea of matrimony. Lou Stoyia is another
newly-wed, and our own Lynn Schaeffer
found love at summer school.
To the newcomers at Emerson, we extend a hearty welcome.
Your new and interesting faces surround us and we look
forward to becoming your very good friends.
The girls at the dorm really appreciate
the new Griffith and Whitehead Deluxe
Super Taxi Service, and all are urged to
avail themselves of this unique service.
Orchids to anyone who can open their
‘ockers at the first swing of the combinaon.
Onions to those demon alarm clocks
which wake us for our nine o'clock classes.
Pan Lyght calls her Big Ben monster
“Grendel.”
GLORIA.

RAP
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Our first club meeting of the year. The
gavel raps and we're off.
Emerson has
many clubs subscribing to various tastes
and these clubs are the nucleus of our extracurricular activities.
First we have two
clubs concerned with religious interests.
The Newman Club is one of Catholic fellowship and Catholic culture, and is organized to weld the Catholic students into
a common union.
Its carefully planned
program is a balance of religious, social,
and intellectual activities.
Then
Hillel,
although it had been inactive at Emerson
for many years, began again last year under the leadership of Rabbi Freedman, head
of BU chapter of B'nai Brith Hillel Foundation.
It was decided that the Emerson
chapter would become actively affiliated
with BU, and yet hold an individual membership, thus allowing for combined services, dances, and lectures.
Students interested in world affairs may

ch
iv
es

Mr.

ol

le

ge

Ar

As those who bothered to read the Beacon
last year may remember, it is our practice
with the making up of each issue to go
around bothering Faculty members with
impertinent questions, after which we stir
the answers up in our own cauldron, and
come out with a column called “Meet The
Faculty.”
Our first victim this year is the
head of our growing Radio Department,
Mr. Charles W. Dudley.
Mr. Dudley, then, is a Floridian by birth
and education, and holds an A.B. degree
with honors from the University of Florida.
While in Florida, he participated in the
affairs and activities of WRUF, the University's radio station.
He was president of
the Alpha Lamoa chapter of Kappa Phi
Kappa, and was a member of Phi Kappa
Phi, a national scholastic fraternity.
After his graduation from Florida U.,
Mr. Dudley stayed on at WRUF
for a
year, then left to take*up graduate study at
the University of Illinois, where he received his M.A. degree.
He held positions as Chief Announcer. and, later, as
Educational Program Director with station
WILL.
Then,
returning
to his
home
town, Jacksonville, he took a position with
station WJHP.
From there he went to
WIOD, NBC in Miami, as Program Director.
Came the war, and Mr. Dudley entered
the Navy, emerging as a LT, S. G.
Upon
his release, he free-lanced in Washington,
D. C, until the summer of 1946, when he
returned to the Urbana campus and WILL
as Radio Consultant.
In September of that
year, he accepted his present position here
at Emerson.
Radio programming, of an educational
nature in particular, has been Mr. Dudley’s
primary interest, and he has been cited by
the Ohio University Radio Institute for a
series of broadcasts on educational themes.
Classical music is Mr. Dudley’s second
interest, and he has an extensive library of
classical records.
In reply to a question about the future
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of our Radio Department, Mr. Dudley had
this to say: “I am optimistic about the potentialities of the Radio Department at Emerson, and will consider it a prime interest
to continue its growth.”

C

DRAMA:
CRITICISM
The function of the critic is to appraise
and evaluate a play in a very brief time to
make his newspaper deadline.
There are
certain elements he must consider in his
review; the purpose of the author, the
structure of the play and how ably it forwards the author's purpose, the dialogue
and whether or not it is suitable to the
characters using it, the direction, staging
and acting of the play.. It is the proper
blending of these elements which makes a
good play.
Judging a play with these
standards in mind, the critic gives what is
his personal opinion of the play based on
the degree to which the play fulfills these
requirements.
No critic is infallible and all are swayed
by personal tastes and feelings.
The honest
critic admits this and does not issue judgments from Valhalla on the merit of a play
but tries to give his readers a concise, clear
picture of how the production has been
done.
The review should be as witty and
entertaining as possible without sacrificing
the facts to the critic’s desire to be amusing.
This is a fault of some critics, who
write brilliantly and scathingly with more
concern for the wit of their literary efforts
than a desire to give a lucid impression of
the play.
The critic should not attempt to
be too cerebral in his efforts.
Theatre
criticism is mot an exact science nor is it
academic.
This type of criticism comes
years later and is concerned with the literuy merits of the play.
The critic of the
commercial theatre, today, attempts to give
an analysis of the total effect of a production and treats the theatre not as an esoteric art but as “show business.”

well be enthusiastic over the Emerson College International Relations Club. The aim
of IRC is to instill in its members a political awareness that will promote intelligent thought and understanding.
One of
the oldest national clubs in America, and
supported
by the Carnegie
Endowment
Fund, IRC is democratic in its non-partisan
policy and stimulating in its thesis for
World Peace.
There are two fraternities here at Emerson.
First, Phi Alpha Tau, which is a
professional speech fraternity and is dedicated towards giving the brothers reciprocal
assistance and professional aid.
Then Alpha Pi Theta, whose honorary members include such well-known names as Mr. Sherman Feller, star of Club Midnight (WEEI),
and Mr. Stanley Brown, former New York
“Cotton Club” star.
And now it’s time
to vote for adjournment for today. Anyone
second that motion?
Fine!
Meeting adjourned.
See you at the next one!

TRANS-RADIO
PRODUCTIONS
178 Tremont Street
BOSTON, MASS.

Cutting Studios and Facilities
For Recording Audition
Records and
All Forms of Muscal
Dramatic

and

Productions
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Because gold and red leaves are bursting in regal splendor, awaiting the soft
sweep of snowy robes—King Winter, with
a couple of nips of frost under his belt,
about to command the Autumn coutt.
A “Young Lochinvar” has been presented
to John Struckell, the amiable and capable
new president of the student council—that
judicial body that guides the social destinies of 500 students.
Special note: Brilliant Malcom White was compelled to resign in the face of an overwhelming scholastic schedule.
Our reliable Science Department offers
the following quotable fact for those who
become bored with the theorizing professor:
It would take the average Emerson student,
saying the full number each time (with no
time out for sleep, rest, food or drink) 26
days, 58 minutes, and 25 seconds to count
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Now that everyone's mumbling numbers
to themselves we'll extend congratulations
to the new cafeteria and its creator.
If
only our little theater could become bigger
wed really have an outfit here.
(Hate to
beef like this but, as Henry VIII said,
“Treat °em rough!” )
Nice people Dept.—Betty Leary, a Senior inspiration—a new girl, Ann Semple
(B. U. loses)——-Al Toehy, cool and collected Freshman.
Fictionalized Truth Dept.: An old gentleman was crossing busy Copley Square last
fall when a huge St. Bernard came charging around the corner and bowled him over.
The next instant Jack Rawleigh’s midget
Crosley skidded around the same corner.
Bystanders rushed over to help the old gent
to his feet.
Someone asked if the dag had
hurt him much.
“Well, no,” was the reply, “but that can
tied to his tail sure surprised me!”
Freshmen—keep your eyes peeled for.
class
officers.
Choose
carefully,
they'll
speak for you throughout the year.
Did I get this story straight?
Dr. Pierce
asked a new student what was Columbus’
greatest discovery and he answered, “even
a Queen will hock her jewels for a sailor.”
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From left to right: Bill German, Chuck Price, Lynn Toney, and Lloyd Sherman

CAMBRIDGE

FM RADIO STATION
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STAFFED BY FOUR EMERSONIANS
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College are on its staff.
When WXHR
joined this unique 29
station network, believed to be the first of
its kind, a year’s hard work for Lynn Toney
and Lloyd Sherman was realized.
Last
year, when Lynn and Lloyd joined WXHR,
then WIXHR,
the station was on a 3
- hour and 4 day week.
Their duties ranged
from announcing to program planning. Today, however, they are concentrating greatly as time salesmen for the station.
As a
result, two new men were added to the
station: Bill German and Chuck Price.
Lynn Toney began his broadcasting career when 17 as a staff announcer for station KFDM in Beaumont, Texas. While
in the service, he produced and recorded
the Treasury Star Program.
He also wrote
and directed his own show on the Texas
Quality Network, interviewing such personalities as Ginny Simms and Paul Muni.
After his discharge, and before coming to
Emerson, he served as chief announcer for
KFDM.

C

broadcasting.
son

Breaking into radio while still in high
school, Lloyd Sherman later garnered experience at the University of Wisconsin
and WSMC, Rice Lake, Wisc.
After serving time—in the service, Lloyd entered
Emerson College in January, 1946, a sophomore.
He continued his radio career at
WEEITS
sustaining show, “Fraud Incorporated,” besides doing other shows and
transcription work.
Bill German, whose experience was negligible before entering Emerson last year,
has come along fast and joining the staff
in March of last year, is now Program
Manager for the station in addition to his
announcing chores.
Finally, Chuck Price, claiming a like for
blondes, beer, Scotch, and Shakespeare—
especially the first—broke into radio as an
announcer for WHBQ,
Memphis, Tenn.
Then
followed:
KFOR,
Lincoln, Neb.,
KGHI, Little Rock, Ark, KWEM, West
Memphis, Ark., WGRM, Greenwood, Miss.
After his discharge from the service, he
worked again as an announcer until his enrollment at Emerson College last January.
It was during the summer that he became
the fourth to join WXHR.
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The commercial opening of FM station
WXHR,
Cambridge, in August, and its
affiliation with the Continental FM Network, marks another milestone in radio
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TELEVISION
CLAIMS
E. C.’s SANDRA
SHUDT
“Sandy” left Emerson last June to face
a life of waiting on tables—for the summer.
While working at a Connecticut resort town, she was approached by a local
Summer
Stock Company and was soon
helping backstage and mastering an occasional walk-on.
The next step was to play
leads and our gal “Sandy” received some
nice press notices.
As a result of her fine work, “Sandy” is
now awaiting a Paramount screen test. She
also has a position with television station
WRGB in Schenectady.
At WRGB “Sanay” puts in quite a bit of her time before
the “tele” cameras.

The Berkeley Beacon
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Three years later, a maid who was working for us, left a pulp magazine in the
house, and my brothers found it.
They
noticed one of the illustrations, became interested in it, and showed it to me.
It
was a picture of a man who had fallen
asleep in the jungle, and had awakened to
find himself being crushed in the thick coils
of a boa constrictor.
The look of horror
on the man’s face must have been reflected
in mine, for I ran screaming to my mother.
My brothers, being boys, did not lose the
opportunity of taking advantage of this
“silly, girlish” fear which I had revealed to
them, and attempted several times to thrust
the picture before my eyes, until my mother
finally destroyed the magazine.
From that time on I feared to encounter,
not a snake, but even a picture of a snake,
for we lived in the city, and there was no
opportunity for me to see one in its natural
habitat. When the “Junior Britannica“ was
given to us, I studiously avoided opening
the volume
marked
“S.”
My _ brothers
whom, needless to say, I dearly love, were
innocently cruel, and could not forego the
pleasure of seeing me cry.
They would
come across a picture of a snake, look up
mischievously, and advance upon me with
it.
I would fly in terror.
They were seriously reprimanded by my parents on every
such occasion, and would always beg me
to forgive them afterwards.
We would
come to a temporary truce, and all sit down

together to play dominoes
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I remembered that ‘my first knowledge of
snakes came when I was about five years
old.
My parents had brought home a beautiful set of animal books, and my brothers
and I used to spend hours with them, poring over the illustrations.
The only one
of the pictures that I remember at all was
that of a group of snakes all lying in a
tangled mass upon the ground.
I used to
like to trace with my finger the length of
each snake to see where, in the maze, his
head began and his tail ended.
I know
that I had no fear of snakes at that age.

NUMBER
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One day, when we had abandoned our play,
I was walking along a path, saw a piece of
the weather-stripping, black and about a
foot long, and stooped to pick it up.
Before my hand reached it, it wriggled away.
The worst terror I had ever known seized
me, and I ran screaming into the house. I
became hysterical to such an extent that my
mother was seriously alarmed.
Everywhere
I looked I saw snakes.
They were under
the chairs, in my bed, creeping under the
window-sills.
That day was a living nightmare to me.
But as I began to leave childhood behind,
I left some of the old fear -with it.
1
visited the snake house in the Zoo several
years later, and was timid, but not terrorstricken.
When I came upon a picture of
a snake in a book, I passed over it quickly.
Once or twice I stopped to stare at this
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I had gone up the hill that day in search
of violets.
The pasture which I had to
cross was soft and moist with new grass,
and rose gently to a row of maples which
marked our line.
It was my first experience of spring in the country, and I was a
child again, running lightly across the pasture, and pausing beneath the maples to
run my hands around the smooth bark and
gaze up into the thin branches with their
fresh foliage.
And I thought, “I have
lived twenty years, and have never known
such happiness existed!” In that hour I was
alive to every sensation, eager to fill my
heart and eyes with impressions they had
never known, but only dreamed of.
I looked up at the hill above me where
I had been told I would find violets, all I
wanted or had ever wanted.
It rose to a
rocky crest, and was cut off half-way across
by an old cow-path which I began to follow until suddenly I caught sight of the
little, deep-blue flowers, clustered about the
rocks along the side of the hill.
I began
to pick them greedily, down on my hands
and knees, crawling among the rocks. There
was no sound, no movement there on the
hillside, only the deep blue of the sky reflected in the violets which I gathered in
my hands.
Each new patch seemed brighter, Of more inviting than the last, and my
greediness and happiness knew no bounds.
Suddenly I heard a movement in the
grass close beside me.
I looked up quickly
and saw a.large brown snake glide slowly
into a crevice in the rocks.
I jumped to
my feet.
A sudden terror gripped me, and
I turned and plunged down the hill, running madly across the pasture, and not
stopping until I reached the house.
Still shaking with fear, but ashamed to
admit the cause of it to my family, I drank
a glass of cold water, went to my room, and
threw myself down upon the bed.
As I
gtew calmer, I began to consider the origin
of my fear, and to analyze its development
from early childhood.
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clay.
Unfortunately, they discovered that the
easiest thing to model with clay was a
snake.
All you had to do was roll the
clay out, long and thin and round, and then
twist it into coils, flatten it against the
wall, or arrange it in a variety of poses
which sent me scurrying into the kitchen
to help Mother with the dishes.
She would
try to dispel my fear by reasoning with me,
explaining to me that it was wrong to be
afraid, that there were all kinds of animals, and that I shouldn’t be any more
afraid of snakes than of squirrels or horses.

But no arguments or reasonings could
shake my fear, and when I was about ten
years old, I discovered that my fear was
not merely of pictures or clay models, but
of real snakes.
We had gone to the country for the summer.
My brothers and I
found a roll of unused, thick, black weatherstripping, and we amused ourselves by unrolling it and running around the garden,
dragging it behind us in a long line.
It
used to break into pieces quite easily, and
eventually the garden was littered with
short lengths of weather-stripping, scat-

tered about the grass and along the paths.

thing which filled me with such terror. La-

ter, I learned to ignore the fear, to not think
about it, to put it out of my mind, and,
although the thought of snakes often came
back to disturb me at night when I lay
sleepless, or sometimes even in my dreams,
I managed to overcome what seemed to me,
at sixteen, silly fears and ridiculous imaginings.
Gradually, the fear of snakes sank
away into the forgotten corners of my memory.
Until that day when I was twenty, and
had run across the fields like a child, searching for violets, down on my hands and
knees among the rocks, and had felt again
the old, childish terror.

I rose from my bed, and went downstairs
and out-of-doors.
In the garden one of
my brothers was turning over the soil, getting ready for the early planting.
I walked
over towards him.
He looked so grownup that I could not see in him any trace of
the little boy who used to tease me.
He
straightened up and looked over at me.
“Hello,

Ann.”
“Going to put
“Hello, Tim,’ I said.
peas in there?”
“Yes, I think so.
Say, didn’t I see you
come running down the hill a little while
ago?
I thought a bee must. have stung
you or something.”
“No,” I laughed.
“It was nothing.
just felt like running, that’s all.”
“Find

any

|

violets?”

“Yes, I saw lots up there.”
Then I remembered that I must have
dropped the violets in my wild flight down
the hill.
They were probably scattered
across the pasture, withered and lost.
But
I knew that I would never go up the hill
again to gather fresh ones.
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know this because travelers

who have returned from the dead land of
the deep forest have described their rites.

A Revival

LIBRIS

The literary field of the past summer
season has seen a revival of the historical
novel.
A revival which will perhaps create a new era in historical fiction.
The last
of these eras was between the years 1933
and 1938 when ten or more great novels of
this type were written.
Hervey Allen’s Anthony Adverse in 1933
started the new vogue—with
Mitchell’s
Gone With the Wind; Forbes Paradise;
Bentley's
Freedom
Farewell;
Roberts’
Northwest Passage, and Edmonds’ Drums
Along the Mohawk falling in. line.
Since then the best sellers have turned
to more
realistic studies—such
as The
Grapes of Wrath, How Green Was My
Valley and Strange Fruit—with Forever
Amber being the only novel of historical
significance to hit the number one spot
on the best seller’s list.
On January 2 of this year, while Holdfast Gaines and Lord Hornblower held the
spotlight of historical fiction in book stores
all over the country, Kenneth Roberts published his new novel, Lydia Bailey. This
book started the revival once again. Other
historical novels, such as The Web of Days,
Vermillion, The Big Sky, and The Scarlet
Patch, soon followed.
Even with these, the summer season was
not content; for, during the month of July,
two great novels
with historical backgrounds were published—Thomas Costain’s
The Moneyman and Samuel Shellabarger’s
Prince of Foxes.
Within a few weeks of
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recent informal survey conducted in
the corridors of Emerson College by members of the Berkeley Beacon staff has revealed that the majority of students are
against the new style of long skirts.
One student, who did not wish to be
quoted, has said that in him, these new
skirts evoke only laughter.
“Women apparently wish to be dictated to,’ he said.
“Otherwise they would not stoop to obeying the dictates of fashion in the manner
in which they are doing.’
New women’s
coats were also subject to attack by many
of the corridor orators.
Said Bruce Prescott, “I thought that one girl had worn an
old-fashioned night gown to school until
she explained to me that it was a raincoat that had undergone the architecture
of the current vogue.”
One gentleman, who said he represented
the male bulk of the school, asked us to
hurl this challenge at the feminine members of the college.
“If you girls continue
to wear such horrible, cover-all skirts, we
men will certainly follow the new male
fashion, by hitching our pants up three to
five inches.”
(Ed. Note—An answer to this slur upon
Emerson femininity will be placed in our
next issue by a feminine member of the
Staff. )

so
n

There is a great forest that covers the
land for miles and miles and miles. The
forest starts just in back of the coastal plain
and extends inland, except in little patches
of open field here and there.
It goes in
and in as far as the eye can see—so far
that a traveler would walk on for many
miles, for many days, and if he were not
killed by the wild white animals that walk
on their hind legs and roam the land, he
might eventually, after long weary dangerous days, reach a place of lakes and strange
burned places.
When one travels in the forest, going
ever westward, one comes, after the place
of lakes, and the burned places, to a land
of hills and barren plains.
The land is
very beautiful, but dangerous because there
is no water and one can easily thirst to
death.
You have seen the burned places here,
nearby.
You have seen the strange monuments erected by some lost race, and the
trails like spiderwebs that some early people
threw over the wire rivers.
It was like
this in those burned places to the west.
No one can know now why they were
burned.
No one can say for sure, even,
what they were.
Perhaps they were great
prehistoric
towns—perhaps
ceremonial
meeting places.
What can we know about
them?
What can we learn from them?
What value is there in knowing?
You want to know about the white animals?
Well, there is not much I can tell
you.
I do not know very much about
them, myself, never having seen one.
I
can only tell what others have told me.
They are creatures of the forest and of the
night.
They hate open places, they have
never been seen near the big burned places.
They are vicious, deadly, brutal—lower than
the animals in intellect.
We do not know
what they are—some say they are related
to man; of a common ancestry.
There is
an old legend that they are men who lost
their souls, and, with their souls, their humanity.
The legend relates that once they
inhabited the burned places; ages ago, when
the burned places were whole and unburned.
If this is so, why do they avoid
the burned places now?
I do not know.
I only tell what the legend says, and I do’
not believe the legend.
It is true that they, like we, worship a
Higher Spirit.
Some people feel that the
burned places have some part in the irreligious ceremonies, but this is probably as
ridiculous as is the theory that they once
lived in the burned places.
How can they
conduct religious ceremonies there?
But,
whether or not they approach the burned
places, it cannot be denied that they do
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It seems unbelievable to us that unlike our
beloved Sun, a warm, benevolent generous
spirit, their Higher Spirit is mean, deceitful, cruel, and malevolent.
And whereas
our worship is a joyful act of Thanksgiving,
the white forest creatures are abject and
cringing in the presence of their spirit.
You ask the name of their spirit?
I do
not know for sure, but as close as I can
find, it is a peculiar name, without any
meaning or significance even in the primitive gutteral that passes with them for a
language.
The pronunciation is foreign
to me, but it sounds something like “AhTom.”
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their publication date, both books reached
the top of the best sellers’ list indicating
that a new era of historical fiction was making its way into American literature.
Perhaps the fad will slow down to its
usual pace or perhaps in the near future we
might be reading Anthony Adverse or
Gone With the Wind. | certainly hope so.
For Spare Moments
1.
All the novels mentioned above—
with Lydia Bailey, Prince of Foxes and
The Moneyman as standouts for romance,
excitement and sheer enjoyment.
2.
Inside U. S. A.
A fascinating trip
around the country with John Gunther as
your guide.
3.
Linden on the Saugus Branch. Interesting accounts of Elliot Pauls (The author of The Last Time I Saw Paris, etc.)
boyhood days in New England.
Of special interest to students living around Malden and Lynn.
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